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Mount Wilson Observatory. He built a private observatory on the
roof of the Hales' Ellis Avenue house. I used to stare across at that
dome in awe, wondering what mystery it concealed. We children
were told that he looked at the stars there, through a telescope. It
didn't seem to me that Chicago's stars were worth looking it. Even
the gas-lights on the street corners dimmed them.
But as I say, I have to probe my mind to get even a blurred im-
pression of my first twelve or thirteen years. I can't say now
whether my childhood was happy or unhappy. Certainly, the
things I remember most clearly are die unpleasant things—my small
mishaps, things that frightened me. I suppose a truer characterisa-
tion would be to say that my childhood was dull. I wasn't much
interested in anything.
An example of my early indifference arose just the other day. In
going over my material for this book, I happened to remember
that in 1889, the spring following my mother's death, Father took
his mother, little Clare and myself to London with him. I hadn't
thought about this for years. Having tapped the memory, though,
other details came to me.
We crossed, going and coming, on the old North German Lloyd
liner Lahn. In fair winds it hoisted a mainsail to help out the pro-
peller. In spite of rough weather, during which Clare was miserably
seasick, we made a fast crossing to England—twelve days. I had
an upper berth, and I remember the cockroaches on the state-room
wall. This was in the day of ten-course and twelve-course dinners.
Whether the sea air sharpened my appetite, it seemed to me the
Lahn served the best food I ever tasted. After polishing off every-
thing from hors-d'oeuvres to fruit, I'd pocket a handful of walnuts
and munch them in my berth after I'd gone to bed.
In London Father took us to Morley's Hotel, on Trafalgar Square.
I used to look from the window and admire the wonderful stone
lions. Father had business on the Continent—this was the trip on
which he acquired the most famous of his art treasures: Rembrandt's
"Portrait of a Man"—and during his absence installed us with a
private family in Shevening. The Crystal Palace was not far away,
and we used to go there for the fireworks.
The point is that in 1889 few American children of my age had
ever crossed the Atlantic Ocean. To millions of them that journey

